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portion to the power of idealisation evoked in
him by their  objects.     And never,   surely, was
there   a   subject   for   idealisation   like   Emilia;
the   Spirit   of  Intellectual   Beauty  in  the  form
of   a   goddess ;    the   captive   maiden   waiting
for  her Deliverer;  the  perfect  embodiment  of
immortal Truth and Loveliness, held in  chains
by the powers of cruelty, tyranny, and hypocrisy.
She was no goddess, poor Emilia, as indeed he
soon found out; only a lovely young creature of
vivid intelligence and  a  temperament in which
Italian ardour was mingled with Italian subtlety ;
every germ of sentiment magnified and intensi-
fied in outward effect by fervour of manner and
natural  eloquence; the  very reverse  of human
nature in the north, where depth of feeling is apt
to be in proportion to its  inveterate  dislike of
discovery,   where  warmth  can  rarely shake  off
self-consciousness, and where  many of the best
men and women are so much afraid of seeming a
whit better than they really are, that they take
pains  to  appear  worse.    Rightly balanced,   the
whole  sum  of Emilia's gifts  and graces would
have weighed little against Mary's nobleness of
heart and unselfish devotion; her talents might
not even  have' borne  serious comparison with
Clare's   vivacious   intellect     But   to   Shelley,
haunted by a vision of perfection, and ever apt
to recognise in a mortal image "the likeness of